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BEST FRIEND’S BROTHER 


My best friend’s brother wants a baby... with me. 


This older man tells this younger woman he knew 
everything changed when he saw me as a woman for the 
first time at my eighteenth birthday party. And now this law 
enforcement officer wants to see me as the mother of his 
baby. 


The first time he tells me I’m shocked. I’m his sister’s 
best friend, but | want to tell him I’ve secretly been saving 
my first time just for him. 


But is it worth the risk? Will my best friend try and come 
between me and my best friend’s brother? Will she think 
this is just some instalove romance quick to fizzle out like 
a firecracker, or will she come to see our love is the kind 
that’s as beautiful as the sunsets on the beaches of 
Southern California... where we plan to make a home full of 
babies... forever. 


*Best Friend’s Brother is an insta-everything standalone 
romance with an HEA, no cheating, and no cliffhanger 


CHAPTER 1 


Miles 


She was the only one for me. Nobody else. Not now. Not 
ever 


| feel my pulse quicken and those recurring thoughts of 
having a family with her fill my head. 


She was the reason | was here today. She was the reason | 
did everything | did these days. As aU.S. Federal Marshal it 
was my job to track people down, but the person | wanted to 
track down more than any other was her 


Make her mine. Forever 
But she didn’t know it... yet. 


| move my hips to the left and then to the right readjusting 
myself on the park bench at the amusement park in 
Anaheim, California. | grab my pants in the thigh area and 
try and slide them down. They’re bunching up in the groin 
area and | just can’t get comfortable. 


That’s what happens whenever | look at her. Shoot, 
whenever | just think of her | get a raging erection instantly 
and I can never seem to get rid of them. 


My cock wants inside her, possessing her, making her mine 
for good. This is beyond my control now. My body is calling 
out for her...the physical part of me just as hungry for her as 
the mental part of me. 


But this desire, this obsession, is so much more than sex. | 
want her to be my wife...the mother of my child. The first 
thing | see every morning and the last thing | see every 
night. 


And those nights will be filled with baby making. And not 
just the nights. | want her anywhere and everywhere. Any 
time of day or not. | can’t get her off my mind and | don’t 
want to in the first place. 


| imagine that stomach of hers getting bigger and bigger as 
the weeks pass as my child grows bigger inside her Our 
child. The life we'll create together. 


Ours...not this douchebag who’s moving in closer to her. 
What in the hell does he think he’s doing? And apparently 
he’s not alone in his stupidity. 


“She can’t do anything if | grab her ass. They have to be 
nice to customers,” he says in hushed tones like the little 
sissy he is. Real men speak when they need to and when 
they do they don’t hide their words from anyone. 


He must be some tourist here for the day thinking he can 
grab the ass of the girl who’s dressed up as Snow White here 
at the amusement park. But this isn’t any girl. This is my 


girl. 


And even if it wasn’t I’d still put him in his place. You don’t 
treat women like that, and especially not my woman. 


My abs tighten and my muscles flex as I’m up off that park 
bench real quick. 


“Wait until she turns her head to take a picture with that 
kid,” one of his stupid buddies says. 


“Photobomb,” the other says with so much excitement it’s 
practically like he’s going to wet his pants or something. 


What happened to the real men these days? These guys are 
like twenty-five years old. They’re huge dudes, the size of 
professional football players, but they’re behavior shows 
how small they are inside. Six foot three or so on the 
outside, but not exactly emotionally balanced giants when it 
comes to dealing with others. 


But as big and as strong as they are they don’t compare to 
me. I’m six foot five inches and two hundred and fifty five 
pounds of muscle with below ten percent body fat. If! hit 

you you’re gonna feel it. You’re better off getting run over 
by atrain, at least that’s what the last fugitive said when | 
took him down. 


| close the distance between us and right when he extends 
his arm towards her my hand shoots out grabbing him by 
the forearm and spinning him back my way. 


I’m face to face with him now, breathing my hot breath on 
this hot summer’s day right in his grill. 


“Next time you wanna grab something, reach down and grab 
for your nuts and remember that a real man doesn’t act this 
way,’ I say. 


“Hey, let go of him,” one of his buddies say. 


| keep my grip on the first guy and turn to the second. 
“What'd you say there... dopey?” 


“l...1..Ssaid, if you let him go we'll leave.” 


“I'll let him go when I’m ready to let him go. And if you 
don’t shut the fuck up you’re next. And next time my hand 
won't be grabbing. It will be connecting with your face.” 


The guy takes a step back. 

| see the flash go off out of the corner of my eye and hear 
Sadie’s sweet voice as she speaks with the child she just 

took a photo with. 

“Tell Snow White thank you,” the little girl’s mother says. 

“Thank you, Snow White,” the little girl says. 


| turn and see Sadie kneel down and give the little girl a 
hug. “You're welcome, sweetheart!” she says. 


Yeah, she’s the perfect woman to make the mother of my 
child... not that | needed any convincing but the sight of this 
moment can make even the biggest man feel things he 
didn’t know he was capable of feeling. 


“What’s going on over here?” a voice says and | hear the 
footsteps of park security surrounding us. 


“You were just escorting these grabby pricks out,” | say. 
“Miles?” 

| turn and see one of the park security guys is someone | 
know. He used to work with me at the Marshal's Office but 


took a more relaxed job here so he could have more time 
with his family. 


| thought he was crazy at the time, but now | completely 
understand. Family always comes first. 


“Tony,” | say nodding to him. | quickly fill him in on what 
just happened and Tony and his team show those 
troublemakers the exit. 


| turn my attention back to Sadie, who’s just shaking her 
head in disbelief 


She huffs and puffs and then storms my way grabbing me by 
my forearm and we duck behind one of those toss the ring 
on the bottle game booths. 


The touch of her skin on mine practically hypnotizes me. 
I’m not one to be pulled in any direction, ever, but when it 
comes to her I’d go anywhere and do anything. 


And that includes making her mine and putting a baby 
inside her. 


CHAPTER 2 


Sadie 


“What’s wrong with you?” | say. 


| look up at him into those deep blue eyes of his. Those eyes 
that tell so much but so little at the same time. He’s nota 
man of many words and his body language doesn’t give off 
many signals either He’s a throwback. An old school kind 
of guy. He doesn’t speak much because he doesn’t need to. 
His size and strength do all the speaking for him and right 
now the feeling of my tiny hand on his massive forearm is 
telling my body that this man is the one for me. 


My nipples, which immediately harden, and my panties 
which are already wet, confirm it. 


| want to tell him he can’t keep coming here and watching 
out for me, but I just can’t. I’m trying not to let my feelings 
for him prevent me from saying what needs to be said, but 
they do. 


But why? | haven’t even ever told him how | feel. 
And why should I? 


He’s thirty-three and I’m only nineteen. What in the world 
could he possibly see in me? 


He probably thinks I’m just some dumb kid. Some 
inexperienced girl who doesn’t know anything about the 
world. 


He’s always telling me he’s here for my safety, but I| don’t 
need protecting...although seeing him over my shoulder 
might lead to him needing some protection from me 
because | just want to run right at him and jump into his 
arms like a crazy girl and just start kissing him all over his 
ruggedly good looking face. 


“You're what’s...nothing’s wrong with me,” he says. “You’re 
what’s...| need to watch out for you. It’s dangerous here.” 


“Dangerous? It’s an amusement park filled with kids.” 


“You know I can’t tell you what I’m working on, but you know 
l'm a federal marshal. I’m tracking someone and we believe 
the loser might be here today?” 


“Some guy is hanging out at an amusement park?” 
“That’s why I'm here. Yes. That’s all | can tell you.” 


“Isn't there an office in Santa Ana? They're way closer and 
they can handle it. Why do you come down all the way from 
LA. when they’re just down the street?” 


It’s not that | don’t want him here. | most certainly do. I’m 
just trying to get to the bottom of this. To find out what his 
endgame is. | almost feel like he’s here solely because of 
me. But that makes no sense. 


But | can’t deny I’ve been thinking about it more and more 
each time | see him. 


Each time I think about him at night when I should be 
sleeping. When | look over at the clock and see that it’s 


three in the morning and wonder why I’m still wide-awake... 
imagining all the things we could be doing together. 


Imagining how he looks. 


But | don’t need to imagine right now My eyes quickly dart 
up and down his massive body. He doesn’t wear his uniform 
when he’s out of the office and I’m not complaining one bit. 
Sure he looks incredible in his uniform but he looks equally 
as yummy in that white T-shirt, jeans, and brown boots. 
Why can’t all guys dress like that? Like a man? 


Probably because men are hard to find these days. 


My generation seems completely void of them. And some of 
the dad’s that come here to the park? I swear they're more 
childish than their children. 


But not him. Oh no. He’s all man and it causing some 
seriously primal reactions from me. 


“I'm better at what I do. Plus I’m assigned to this case now 
and | always finish what | start,” he says. 


“Yeah, like getting those guys kicked out of the park. Was 
that really necessary?” 


“Absolutely. | don’t tolerate disrespect to women.” 
“But they weren’t doing anything.” 


He doesn’t say anything. | just look at him and I know He’s 
the sort of silent protector who protects you without telling 
you what the threat was or how he handled it. | happened to 
see the aftermath this time, but | have no idea what brought 
him to that point. How he became how he is now with his 


muscles flexing underneath that thin cotton. How he’s 
made this hot summer’s day even hotter, and me hotter in 
the process. 


“I'm sorry. And thank you,” | say. 
“There’s no need to thank me,” | say. 


| loosen my grip on his forearm and pull my hand back, but | 
feel his forearm stay with my hand. He doesn’t want me to 
let him go. He wants my touch and he confirms it when he 
puts his hand on my forearm. 


“Everything’s okay. | won’t embarrass you unless it’s 
absolutely necessary for your security or someone else’s.” 


“You never embarrass me,” | say. 


“But you're embarrassing the park!” my boss says. Where 
did he come from? “We've got kids who want pictures with 
Snow White...a happy Snow White. Now get out there and 
get back to work.” 


“She'll get back to work when she wants to get back to 
work,” Miles snarls at him. My eyes open wide and | feel a 
nervousness about the stability of my employment 
considering the way he’s addressing him. “And you get back 
to minding your own business,” Miles throws on for good 
measure. “Beat it!” 


My boss backpedals and disappears out into the crowd of 
guests. 


“What are you doing? You're going to get me fired. | need 
this job.” 


“You don’t need this job. You’re better than this. You want 
to work in marketing, right? | can get you a job by 
tomorrow, or not.” 


“What does that mean?” 


“Why do you need a job in the first place? What happened 
to women wanting to be at home with their kids and being a 
mother?” 


I snicker “Miles, I’m nineteen and I’m nowhere near having 
a kid anytime soon. I’m not even pregnant. | don’t havea 
boyfriend. | haven’t even ever had...” | stop realizing what | 
almost just confess but see his pupils dilate and his nostrils 
flare. | See a possessive streak rip right through him as his 
chest ripples underneath his shirt. 


“That’s what you need. You need the right man in your life 
and then everything else will quickly fall into place.” 


“The right man is hard to find these days,” | say my body 
moving in closer. 


“Sometimes they’re right under your nose...or you’re right 
under theirs.” 


CHAPTER 3 


Miles 


| stare at my computer screen back at my office in LA. 


| scroll through the list of fugitives we suspect are in the 
area. 


| stop on one who’s been on the run for fourteen years. 


Fourteen years. The same age difference between Sadie 
and l. 


Fourteen years is a long time, but what’s even longer? 


Waiting another day to tell her how | feel. Telling her what’s 
going to happen... what needs to happen. 


She needs to be mine. Move in with me and get started on 
starting our family. 


I’m not sure what has gotten into me lately. | tried to tell 
myself because | was over thirty that my body was telling 
me it was time. But | know that’s not the case. I’d never felt 
a desire like this to make a child. 


It was because I'd finally found the right woman. And not 
just the right woman. The perfect woman. 


But | “found” her a year ago. 


She’d always been there, tagging along with my little sister 
Miley since Sadie moved to California. They were good 
friends and that’s how | always saw her... just as my sister’s 
friend. 


But then things changed. 


When I went over to Sadie’s house on her eighteenth 
birthday to pick up Miley from her party. It was like a switch 
inside me just flipped. 


| knocked on the door and Sadie answered. She answered 
the door to her own birthday party. Why wasn’t she busy 
being the center of attention at her own event? Was she 
waiting on me to show up? No way. Couldn’t have been like 
that. 


Or could it? 

And how could | resist her there like that when she pulled 
the door open and | saw her there in that pristine white 
dress. It was flowery, or whatever it’s called, around the 
edges and showed off her arms and a good part of her legs. 


She wasn’t just the girl that wore shorts and T-shirts who 
Miley ran around with anymore. 


She was a fucking fairy princess. 
My fairy princess. 
| remember just standing there staring at her in awe. | 


couldn’t believe the transformation. And she wasn’t the 
only one who'd changed, who'd matured, who’d grown. 


My pants grew right along with her...the groin stretching 
immediately. 


She had to have seen it. There’s no way she could have 
missed it. We held each other’s gaze for what seemed like 
forever, but probably just ten seconds...ten long seconds 
without words, just feelings. 


Feelings l’d never felt before. Feelings | thought someone 
like me wasn’t even capable of feeling. 


I'd never loved a woman before. Hadn’t been with one in 
years. | was so focused on my career and making my way up 
the ladder of “success” that | forgot the real success was in 
living life...in sharing my life with the perfect person and her 
sharing hers with me. 


And we could share, all right. But I’d never share her with 
anyone else. That moment | just wanted to lock her up and 
throw away the key. 

Shut her off from the outside world and make her mine. 

Buy some ranch out in the middle of nowhere and just get to 
making a big ol’ family with her And what do! know about 
living in the country, or horses, or anything like that? 
Absolutely nothing. 

But | know there are places in Texas, or Montana, or even 
plenty of places in California that are wide open and void of 
people. Places where it can just be the two of us forever. 


The way it was meant to be. 


And when she stepped away from that door that night to go 
let Miley know I'd arrived, | knew the real one who'd arrived 
that moment was her. 


She was a woman now. I could see it in the curve in her hip 
as she walked back into her house. 


The way her ass moved. A bounce in her step. She still had 
that youthful exuberance and beauty, but she was grown up 
now, her dress showing a hint of cleavage. 


Breasts that she’d kept hidden all those years underneath T- 
shirts and simple tops. 


And | wanted to cover her right back up so no one could 
see. No one but me. 


That was the night | knew that my sister’s best friend would 
be mine. 


But an entire year had passed since then. I'd tried to talk 
myself out of it. | told myself to wait. 


Reminded myself that she was only eighteen then. That she 
was going to go to community college here and then 
transfer to UCLA or USC or somewhere. | didn’t want to get 
in the way of her studies. | didn’t want to stunt her growth 
as an adult because | already knew I'd try and do everything 
for her Treat her like my princess, my queen. She’d never 
have to raise a finger. 


| kept telling myself not to do what | wanted to do so badly. 
But why? She was alll ever thought of She was on my 


mind 24/7. | slipped and said her name so many times | 
couldn’t even count. 


Said the beach was “Sadie” instead of sandy. Asked people 
what they’d “Sadied” when | meant said. Everyone must 
know by now. Hell, | know 


I'd thought about her so many times in the shower wanting 
to close my eyes and please myself to the image of her that 
was bolted to my brain. To imagine my big, calloused hand 
was her tiny, delicate, feminine hand as | ran it across my 
body and to my groin. 


But I couldn’t. And I promised myself | wouldn’t. 


| needed her | needed the real thing. | wasn’t going to 
settle for the fantasy of her. No way. | had to have her. 


| kept working, taking on more cases trying to put her in the 
back of my mind, but it didn’t work. | saved money like a 
man possessed, knowing that money would go towards our 
first home together whether it be somewhere secluded 
where | could have her all to myself or somewhere in Los 
Angeles where we could watch the sun set over the Pacific 
every night for the rest of our lives. 


It didn’t matter where we were. All that mattered is that we 
were there together. 


And right now she’s not by my side and it’s driving me crazy. 


But all these extra shifts, all this overtime, has added up. | 
can afford a house now. Buy one in cash. 


Yeah, | can buy a house, but only together can we make it a 
home. 


The two of us as we quickly become the three of us, and 
then four, and then so many more. 


| knew | was being presumptuous, but I didn’t care. | knew it 
was going to happen. It was only a matter of time. 


And the time was right. 

| couldn’t take the thought of her dressing up and going to 
that park anymore. Worrying that there might be assholes 
like there were today trying to lay a finger on her Damn, 
just the idea of that made my blood boil. 

| needed to get her out of there, and into my arms. 

“Earth to Miles.” 

| turn and see my boss standing right next to me. 

“You okay there, Miles?” 


“Yeah. Great. What’s up, sir?” 


“I’m standing right next to you saying your name like five 
times and you’re mind’s off in La-La land.” 


“Sorry, sir What can | do for you?” 


“You got that report on the guy from Louisiana who we found 
in Brentwood last year? | need to take a look at it.” 


“Johnson took it, sir He Saided he filed it away with the 
records department.” 


“He Sadied it?” 


“He said, sir Sorry.” 


“Again with the Sadie stuff.” My boss pauses and a 
concerned look comes over his face. He breathes out hard. 
“Listen, Miles... it’s none of my business but you really need 
to go out there and get this Sadie girl.” 


| just sit there not moving a muscle. He’s right. 


“You’ve been making these Freudian slips now for an entire 
year Just ask her out on a date already and get it over 
with.” 


“Yes, sir” 


“Miles, I’ve been married for over twenty years,” he says 
leaning closer to me to make sure no one else overhears. 
“I’m sure you noticed | play the tough guy here at work, and 
in a lot of ways | am, but I’ve got to tell you there’s nothing 
better than meeting the one and having her in your life. It’s 
better than anything...even chasing bad guys and | know 
how much you love that.” He pauses. “But the real love is 
in giving your heart to a woman.” 


“Sir, call on line two,” our receptionist says to him suddenly. 
| didn’t even see her there. 


“So as | was saying, Miles. Great job. Let’s keep this case 
confidential,” he says in a much deeper voice as he 
straightens his back and tries to look all serious now that he 
almost got caught being a big ol’ softie. 


“Yes, sir Strictly confidential,” | say somehow managing to 
avoid cracking a smile. 


“Carry on,” he says as he walks away. 


Once he and our receptionist are out of sight I just shake my 
head and smile 


He’s right. What in the hell am I waiting on? 


She’s mine. It’s time to let her know and officially make her 
mine once and for all. 


CHAPTER 4 


Sadie 


“Do you need a cigarette?” Belle, my co-worker from our 
Beauty and the Beast attraction, asks me. 


“| don’t smoke,” | say, taking in the surreal sight of Belle 
smoking a cigarette. 


“You might want to consider starting considering how tense 
you look,” she says taking along drag. “And speaking of 
smoking who was that guy | saw you with.” 


“He’s mine!” | retort before catching myself. “I mean he’s... 
my best friend’s brother” 


“Calm down there Snow White. I’m not trying to take him 
from you. Just asking.” 


| want to tell her that I’m just telling her to stay away from 
him, but my manners kick in and | play nice. 


“Sorry. It’s been a long day.” 


“| hear you. It was pretty hot today. And speaking of long | 
noticed he had something pretty long in his pants when he 
was looking at you.” 


“All right! That’s it,” | say taking a step towards her. Her 
hands go up and back and she shows me her palms ina 
surrender motion as the cigarette comes flying out of her 
mouth. It drops and hits me right on the hand, but I don’t 


even notice the heat. I’m already on fire “He’s yours. | got 
it. Just saying that you were turning him on,” she says. 


“The only one turning him on,” | say. 


“Got it. Jeez!” She walks off from behind the area where the 
workers take breaks out of sight of the public. Now it’s just 
me there. Alone. 


But | don’t feel alone because she’s gone. | feel alone 
because he’s gone. When he was here | felt so alive 


Now it’s like there’s a void. Something’s missing. He’s 
missing. 


And he’s what’s been missing my entire life. 


| moved around a lot as a kid and was so happy when my 
mom and | finally settled in Southern California and | made 
my first real friend. 


His sister 


The first few years | didn’t even see him. | was barely even 
aware he existed as he’d already left their home. | didn’t 
even see a picture of him until probably the third year. | 
knew he was good looking and in really good shape, but he 
was so much older and | wasn’t really into boys then. 


But once he finished college he was around a lot more. He’d 
be over helping his dad do things outside or even helping 
his mom with chores inside the house. 


I'd always wanted a father Mine had abandoned us before | 
was born. But between all my mom’s hard work doing 
everything on her own, and the way he did things in so 


many different ways to help the family, it showed me | really 
didn’t need a father... but a brother sure would have been 
nice. 

But as | got older and older | realized it wasn’t a father or a 
brother that | needed. | didn’t need anyone for that matter. 
My mom had taught me to be self-reliant. 

But | wanted him. 


And | wanted him to be my first. My one and only. And I'd 
been saving myself just for him. 


But | never thought he looked at me that way. At least not 
until my eighteenth birthday party. We had a moment then. 
| know we did. 

But | thought it came and went, but maybe | was wrong. 
Very wrong. 

The way he looks after me. The way he looks at me. 


| can see he wants me just as much as I want him. 


My best friend’s brother But what will she think if 
something does happen? 


Is it worth ruining what | have with the first friend I’ve ever 
had? And the only best friend I’ve ever had. 


| was kind of shy and clumsy growing up, but she never 
seemed to notice. She would always turn everything into a 
positive. 


“Oh you’re shy? That’s because you're thoughtful and you 
think before you speak. And it also means you're a good 
friend who doesn’t just jump into relationships, of any kind, 
with people. You’re worth getting to know because you're 
harder to get to know.” 


But he knows me. And I want a relationship with him badly. 
A real relationship. 


And my clumsiness? Miley said it was because my legs had 
grown too quickly and that I’d be tall and long legged when | 
was older. | appreciated her enthusiasm, but | can’t say | 
really got anywhere near having that runway model type of 
body. 


But it’s okay. | don’t mind and he sure doesn’t seem to 
either by the way I caught him looking at my bubble butt 
the day of my party. | walked back into the house to get his 
sister but | could see his reflection in the mirror by the 
entryway. He was checking me out. | know he was. 


And now he’s checking up on me. A lot. 


And | was checking out his muscles. Wow, is he ever big. 
And as much as I don’t want to admit it, Belle was right. He 
is huge everywhere. 


| noticed it today and it’s not the first time. He seems to 
always have a steel rod in his pants when I’m around. And it 
has to be because he wants to get in my pants. 


But not get in my pants. | can see in his eyes that he wants 
SO much more. He’s worked hard all his life to achieve 
goals. He’s not a short-term thinker and neither am I. 


| know he wants something that lasts. A woman for life. And 
| want to be that woman. 


Sometimes | worry about him and his job. Being aU.S. 
Marshal sounds dangerous. The thought of him ever getting 
hurt, or heaven forbid worse, scares the bejesus out of me. 


| try and pretend like it doesn’t bother me, but then again | 
try and pretend when it comes to a lot of things... when it 
comes to him. 


| try and act all calm, cool, and collected whenever I see him 
but | know I’m failing. 


I’m too inexperienced in the game of life. | know he doesn’t 
hold it against me nearly as much as | want him to hold his 
body against mine. And hover above me as he takes me and 
becomes my first and only and then lies next to me as we 
bask in the glow of what we’ve done together. 


| can even tell my inexperience is working in my favor He 
knows I’ve never been with anyone and he knows that would 
make me his for life. For eternity And he wants that just as 
much as | do. 


Just as much as it would be incredible if this did happen and 
Miley was okay with it. 


My best friend as my sisterin-law andthe man of my dreams 
as my husband? 


Could life get any better? 


No way. 


But before any of that happens one of us has to take the first 
step. 


Until then he’s just my best friend’s brother... at least as far 
as anyone but the two of us knows. 


CHAPTER 5 


Miles 


Three days later 


Three days had passed since that day at the amusement 
park. Three days to give me time to think exactly how I was 
going to make her mine, whether she expected it or not. 


It didn’t matter All that mattered was having her as mine. 


The way she didn’t back down from me was a turn on. No 
one does that to me. She grabbed me by the forearm and 
we spoke in private, like adults do. No yelling or big 
emotional displays. She may only be nineteen but she’s 
wise and emotionally calm beyond her years. She’s 
definitely better than | was at that age. 


She knows how to handle tough situations... that’s what that 
day taught me, not that | didn’t know it already. But how 
would she handle an even tougher situation? What will she 
do if she’s forced to choose between Miley and I? 


I’m definitely not trying to come between their friendship, 
but Sadie has put my life at a standstill and | need to 
function again and the only way that can happen is if | have 
her. 


| go over some more case files at my desk, but I still can’t 
focus. This is getting really old. | need a clear head and 
she’s the only thing that’s in my head now. Making her mine 
won't get her out of my head, nor do I ever want that to 


happen. But it will put me in such a good mood for the rest 
of my days on this earth | know l'Il be the most productive 
guy in the history of the U.S. Marshals. 


Going to work everyday knowing she’s mine... wow, that 
would be the life. And going to work with a full stomach on 
a hot meal that the woman you loved made for you. What 
could be better? 


| look at my third cup of coffee black and nod my head. 
Anything would be better than this... this bachelor life of 
nothingness. But! wouldn’t accept just anything. No how, 
no way. She’s the one and only. Her or nothing. 


I’ve functioned alone long enough to know | can do it until 
my dying day. 


But I won’t. | can’t. | need her by my side. 


| check my emails and see one that’s marked urgent. The 
guy that | was looking for at the amusement park the other 
day has been apprehended. 


Jackpot! We got another one. 


But when I pull up our assignments for the day I see the 
scheduler has given me the rest of the day off to 
“celebrate.” I’ve been putting in a lot of hours trying to get 
this guy and my information did lead to him being 
apprehended. 


Normally |’d just go back to work. This is a tireless job that’s 
never finished, but today I’m going to take my office up on 
that offer. 


But I’m not going to use the time to recharge my batteries. 
The opposite actually I’m going to take the charge I’ve 
already got...all that energy that’s inside me and spike it up 
to the next level. 


Today’s the day. I’m done messing around. I’m done 
counting reasons why this isn’t a good idea and ready to 
start focusing on the reason why this is such a damn good 
idea. No more internal conflict. No more twisting and 
turning my stomach in knots worrying about other people 
and who this might effect. Time to worry about me and what 
| want. Scratch that...what | need. I’m not getting any 
younger and there’s no more time to waste. 


Today’s the day I’m going to tell her, and the world, that she 
is mine. And she’s going to be mine forever My wife. The 
mother to my children. My everything. 


Today’s the day I’m going to shout it out from the top of the 
mountain. And I know just what mountain to choose. 


Because that’s where she is right now On top. Just like she 
should be, in the queen’s chair presiding over our family. 


She was already ruling over my thoughts, my mind. Time to 
make her the centerpiece of my world forever. 


CHAPTER 6 


Sadie 
“We did it!” Miley says. 


| take a deep breath and look out over the city of Los 
Angeles. We’d talked about hiking up Runyon Canyon for 
years, but never got around to it. It’s something that’s on all 
those tourist todo lists, but just like most locals in a city with 
a lot of visitors we just never got around to it. 


Until today. Until we had a good enough reason. 


And that reason was our professor of our social sciences 
class told us that if we all scheduled a group outing and got 
to know every other student in the course we’d all get the 
equivalent of an entire test’s worth of extra credit. I’m all for 
extra credit, and | didn’t want to miss the opportunity to 
work on my tan either. 


Plus scheduling the hike at 11 am. Which is one of the 
slowest times of the day to do it, sounded ideal. No way was 
| coming in the morning or at sunset when it’s packed with 
dog walkers, Hollywood agents, and tour groups and the 
likes. 


| wanted relaxing, and although the hike took some energy, 
it was worth it. 


And since Miley was taking the same general elective class 
with me I could basically do two things at once... get extra 


credit and | could feel out how she might feel about Miles 
and l. 


And even see if she already knew something | didn’t. 


But not only didn’t she know | didn’t even get the vibe she 
suspected it. At least that’s what it seemed like during our 
chat on the way up in-between breaths. 


| needed to talk to everyone in the class, so! didn’t have a 
ton of time to speak with her but that’s what | took away 
from the time we did get together. 


That and that three quarters of the guys in our class wanted 
to hook up with her, not that that was any surprise. 


She’s always gotten a lot of attention from guys, but was 
just like me...she was saving herself for Mr Right. She 
wasn’t about to waste time with random hook-ups that led 
nowhere with some no-name guys who she'd never see 
again. 


She wanted something real. Something she could feel. The 
same thing | wanted. 


And what | felt for her brother 


| sit down on the bench and she takes a step behind me to 
take a picture of me with the cityscape in the background. 
Then she walks in front of the bench and snaps some selfies 
and some other pictures while | rest my feet for a second. 


“You made it to the top,” | hear and turn to the side to see 
Billy from class. He’s kind of a creeper and definitely a 
womanizer | have no idea how girls go for him, but 
apparently they do...or at least that’s what he wants you to 


think. Then again this is LA. so he may be one of those 
endless stream of trust fund kids whose parents collect 
royalty checks from acting or singing or creating some sort 
of intellectual property. The kind of kid who always has the 
newest stuff, the nicest car, but has never worked a day in 
his life. 


And maybe he used some of that money to spread rumors in 
the modern day way where social media allows you to run 
your “brand” like a trashy tabloid from the days of old. Then 
again | wouldn’t know because that was before my time, but 
as a soon to be communications and marketing double 
major the whole idea fascinates me. 


But what doesn’t fascinate me one bit is him. 


“Yep,” | say hoping a one-word answer will help him catch 
my drift as in the one that tells him | don’t want to talk to 
him. But right now I’m the one who's catching his drift as in 
he really should have used a stronger deodorant today. 


“First time up to the top?” 


| look back forward taking in the view and nod. “First time,” 
| say. 


“First time. That sounds hot.” 


| cringe and wonder just what in the world he’s referring to 
with that comment. Oh my god, guys my age can be the 
absolute worst. 


“Speaking of first times | heard a lot of people come up here 
around sunset to... you kKnow...experience stuff. Like for the 
first time and stuff. | was just thinking maybe, if you don’t 
already have plans for later me and you could... you know. 


Or we could just pretend to join the group but not even go 
back down. I’ve got some weed and a lighter in my 
backpack so we can party until the sunsets.” 


He did not just say that. Now | realize why social sciences is 
such an important class. | need to structure my life to 
completely avoid this type of guy! 


“So yeah. We can—” 


Suddenly he stand up from the bench and scoots away 
kicking up dust. A few heads turn, including mine. It’s 
midday so there’s no sun over head, but | can fee/ someone 
standing behind and to the side of me. 


“Whoa, he’s hot,” | hear some girl say as my head slowly 
turns. 


“Hey! You made it,” Miley says. “I totally didn’t think you 
would.” 


She quickly jogs the few steps over and around the bench 
and gives her brother a hug. 


Miles. 
“What are you...” 
“I invited him,” Miley says. 


| haven’t been able to stop thinking about him since that 
day at the amusement park and now, not to my amusement, 
he’s here. | wasn’t prepared for this. I’m hot and sweaty and 
look like a wreck as | try and catch a quick rest on the bench 
and there he is looking absolutely incredible... in those 
shorts with his shirt off. Oh my. 


The light sheen of sweat that covers his body makes me 
want to lick it off like a wild animal to one of those salt lick 
things. 


I’ve recalled the feeling of his hand on mine these last 
seventy-two hours, but right now there’s a completely 
different number that’s more appropriate. Two, as in the two 
of us taking this hot and sweatiness to the next level. 


| sit up on the bench and try and make myself look more 
presentable as | flip my hair back out of my face. 


The jogging clothes | wore were okay, but | wouldn’t have 
picked them out if | knew he was going to be joining us. 


But apparently my clothes are good enough because as | 
stand to offer him my hand, or a hug, I see his eyes glimpse 
over my body quickly. | go to extend my hand for a shake or 
a high five, which would be appropriate since getting to the 
top is kind of an accomplishment. 


But what I'd really like to do is give him a hug and feel that 
hard sweaty body against my sweaty body. 


As | extend my hand and lean in my foot catches a half- 
buried rock and | lose my balance tumbling forward. 


All | see is abdominals flying at my face fast, or is it the 
other way around, and just as my cheek makes contact with 
his rock hard abs | feel his hand slide in underneath my arms 
and grab me by my sides and he catches me lifting me up 
and | regain my footing. 


“She's literally throwing herself at him,” | hear one of the 
other girls in our group mumble under her breath from a 


distance. | pay her no mind because Miles still hasn’t let me 
go. 


For a split second his hands slide down my sides and find my 
waist where his grip increases, becoming more possessive. 


| look up at him and slowly he releases me. Very slowly. 
“Wow, is it just me or is it hot out here?” Miley asks. 


“Well he sure is hot,” | hear another voice from our class 
mumble, but his eyes stay fixed on mine. 


“Did you want to meet everyone in our class?” | say. 

“No. I’m only here to see you.” 

| hear a collective moan of disappointment in the 
background and | can feel Miley’s eyes narrow in on me from 
the side. 

“Only here to see Sadie?” 


“Yes. It’s about a case. The amusement park.” 


“You're working a case at the amusement park?” Miley 
continues. 


“There have been some developments and | need to speak 
to Sadie about it” He pauses. “What time is your class here 
finished.” 


“Now,” | blurt out. “I mean, we reached the top so we're 
technically finished | guess. Right, Miley?” 


“Umm. Yeah. | guess so.” 


“Great. We'll take the other trail down so we can discuss it 
privately.” 


“Is everything okay?” Miley asks. “What’s going on?” 


“Nothing,” Miles says. “It’s just something | have to speak 
with Sadie about. Alone.” 


The word alone sends a chill up my spine even on this 
sweltering day. But what’s up with Miley? She senses 
something’s up, there’s no way she doesn’t. I’m not sure if 
she’s more curious or interested in stopping whatever plans 
her brother has for our trek down. 


But whatever is about to happen Miles is giving indication 
with his body language that this might be more than just 
about the case. The way he’s looking at me. The way he’s 
aggressively squared up his shoulders toward me. 


And I’m not helping any. | realize my mouth is open and | 
quickly close it. There’s gawking at a hot guy’s body and 
then there’s what I’m doing to Miles right now. Maybe 
ogling is the more correct term for my actions at the 
moment. 


“Can | talk to you for a second?” Miley asks Miles. 


He motions over to the side and they move over and talk in 
voices too low to hear. 


| turn my body back to the group and see all the other girls 
throwing hate my way with their looks and posture. The guy 
who was trying to hit on me earlier is the farthest away from 
me now, way on the other side of the group. 


How nice would it be if Miles had that effect on everybody in 
my life that | just wanted to take a step back from? If he was 
just next to me all the time blocking any attempts at 
anything that | wasn’t interested in? How much easier 
would my day be? 


It’s not that | get a lot of attention from guys but even 
people handing out fliers for credit cards and parties and all 
kinds of stuff on campus. People not paying attention where 
they’re walking at the mall practically bumping right into 
you. 


Everybody notices Miles and everybody gets out of his way. 
It would be practically like having my own bodyguard. Like 
I’m a celebrity or something. And in LA , the land of 
celebrities being on Miles arm would be the ultimate 
attention getting move. 


But | don’t want attention, especially the kind I’m getting 
from the other girls right now. | want him all for myself. 


And as Miley and Miles part Miles motions for me to follow 
him down the other trail | get exactly what I’m after. 


But now it’s time to find out what Miles is after...and I’m 
hoping it has to do with a lot more than just the case. 


CHAPTER 7 


Miles 


| heard that little prick try to move in on Sadie right when | 
reached the peak. Who in the hell does he think he is trying 
to move in on my woman? 


It was time to get her alone. No more wishy-washy 
nonsense. l’ve known | wanted her for long enough. 


And those already intense feelings only got more visceral 
when | saw that guy trying to talk to her But watching him 
back away immediately when he saw me... watching his 
throat muscles as he swallowed hard...those same throat 
muscles | wanted to wrap my thick fingers around and tell 
him if he tried so much as to talk to her again I’d crush his 
windpipe so he couldn’t even dream of speaking with her. 


He probably didn’t even know what he was getting himself 
into, but | sure did. | came here today for one reason and 
one reason only. 


“What’s up with the case?” Sadie asks as we begin jogging 
down the hill. 


“It’s closed,” | say. 
“Closed? That’s great then, right? You caught him?” 


“That’s right, but it’s not that case I’m interested in. Not at 
all.” 


“You've already been assigned to another one?” 


“I’ve been assigned to another one and | only came to really 
understand that this would be my life’s work.” 


“Whoa. This sounds big. | mean...I’ll help any way I can,” 
she says. As we move together in unison to the part of the 
trail that narrows and | feel her arm brush against mine. 
Damn, even just the lightest of touches sets me off. Now I’m 
trying to run in some thin exercise shorts with a throbbing 
erection. 


“Good, because you’re the only one who can help?” 
“Me? | don’t understand. What is this case about?” 
“This is the case of other guys talking to you.” 


“Yeah, you got pretty aggressive with that guy. You’re body 
language at least.” 


“He needs to know not to talk to you.” 


“I can talk to whoever | want. You can’t always just be 
protecting me, Miles. Just like the other day at the park. 
You're just going to run around being my white knight for 
the rest of your life?” 


It’s time. To use a bowling metaphor she’d set up all ten 
pins and all | had to do was knock them down. Even just 
one could send the whole ten tumbling. 


But | didn’t come here to knock one down. | came here to 
roll a strike and send those ten pins flying. To let her know 
she was my perfect ten. The perfect woman for me forever. 


To say those words I’ve been meaning to say for months, 
even more than a year now. 


My steps quickened in excitement and she picked up right 

there with me. | realized what | was doing and tried to take 
normal strides...to catch my breath as | could feel my heart 
pounding in my chest...and it wasn’t from this exercise. 


| slowed my pace to a walk and then turned and took her 
arm in my grasp, feeling her skin against mine again. 


| couldn’t do this anymore. It was now or never 


I’ve always been a man who knows what he wants. Why 
should this be any different? 


It shouldn't. 


“There’s something | have to tell you.” 


CHAPTER 8 


Sadie 


He had something to tell me? 


Was the case that big that it required all this build up? That 
it put this look in his eye? 


He seemed so serious. | turned my body to face his, which 
had squared up to me. | had no idea what he was about to 
say, but it was a big deal and | wanted to show him | 
understood, respected it, and was ready for whatever it was. 
Or was |? 

| feel my chest heaving, but his eyes don’t wander to take a 
look. He’s locked in on me even more intently than he ever 
has before. 


| roll my lips against one another and taste the salt from all 
the sweat. 


“Okay. I’m ready?” | say. 


But he didn’t reply. He just stood there looking at me. 
Staring in my eyes until finally his mouth opened. 


“The case isn’t work related. It’s the case of you and I.” 


He takes a step in closer and | can feel the heat coming off 
his body even on this hot day. 


The sun’s over head but even so | feel like it gets darker. 

Like he casts a shadow even at this hour He’s just so much 
bigger and wider than I am. All those muscles elicit a primal 
response of fear A bigger animal moving in on you. An 
animal which could easily devour you. But my fear excites 
me. It’s not really fear It’s more the fantasy of what he 
could do to me out here. We're in one of the biggest cities in 
the world but up here in these hills there is so much that can 
happen...especially between two hot, sweaty people who 
both seem to be raging with lust. 


“Me and you?” | ask in a softened tone. He nods and | 
swallow and it’s not because I’m parched from the jog on the 
hill. Is this going where I think it’s going? 


| couldn’t feel my feet or much of anything else for that 
matter Only the heat of his eyes and the words he’d said 
which were still bouncing around inside my head. | feel my 
arms covered in goose bumps...then my legs. 


What does he mean by me and you? 


“There’s been something between the two of us since that 
night of your eighteenth birthday party. | felt it and | know 
you felt it too.” 


Oh my god. He’s going there. This is really happening. | 
start to feel lightheaded. I’ve wanted this for over a year, 
from the same moment that he has. | mean I wanted it 
before, but that was when | really, really knew. And when | 
knew he felt something too. 


And now he’s admitting it. Letting me know this isn’t just 
my imagination grasping for straws trying to form a pretty 
picture in my mind where one doesn’t exist. 


“How did... it feel for you.” 


“Come on. You know.” He pauses. “The same way it felt for 
you.” 


He moves in so close my leg is in-between his. | feel the tip 
of his erection brush against my stomach. 


“There are so many things I want to do to you but they all 
have the same end goal. All the desires lead down the same 
path. The path where we’re together...and you’re mine. M. 
lL N. E.” 


Oh my god this is really happening. 


“But I didn’t run up that mountain to tell you this. | marched 
up here to show you.” 


His hand comes up and he runs his first two index fingers 
gently across my cheek and then along the side of my scalp, 
pushing back the hair that’s come loose from the jog. 


| know my face was flush. He must see how quickly I turned 
red from his touch. But the fire isn’t just on the outside, but 
the inside as well. 


I’m burning up inside. | want him so bad right now Want 
him to continue. Make me his like he said. 


| lean in closer and he leans forward his face coming closer 
to mine. 


“More than a year,” he says as his mouth comes dangerously 
close to my ear. | feel him inhale and I rise up on my tiptoes. 


“For over a year I’ve been driving myself crazy. Telling 
myself you’re my sister’s best friend and that this can’t 
happen, Knowing that one day it has to... it must. Or this 
desire | have to possess you, to make you mine, will possess 
me so deeply that | won’t be able to function. Won’t havea 
desire to live anymore without you by my side. And I can 
tell by the way you look at me you feel the same. We’ve 
always been alike, | just didn’t notice it earlier because you 
were too young and | wasn’t around too much. But then | 
purposely put myself in a position to be around the house 
more hoping, praying, that you’d come over to see my 
sister... so | could see you.” 


“I'd watch you from around the corners of my magazine 
when I pretended to read in the living room. I’d watch you 
from my old room upstairs when the two of you were in the 
backyard having coffee. And damn, when it was hot and 
you came over and needed to cool off with a shower | wished 
like hell | could watch you do that too. 


But it wasn’t right. That’s not who | am, but my obsession 
with you drove me to the point | was close. | damn near just 
walked in on you one day and took you right then and there 
in the shower. You’d possessed my thoughts for so long it 
was driving me crazy and the only logical solution at the 
time was to possess you back... your body. 


And | say logical because at that point it was logical. | was 
that crazy for you and | still am. And my desire for you isn’t 
changing anytime soon.” 


He pauses and pulls his mouth away from my ear and puts 
his face right in front of mine. Right in front of mine. 


“I Know I’m older than you by more than a few years. | know 
that I’m your best friend’s brother. | know a lot of things 


about this might not be right as far as society is concerned. 
But | don’t give a damn about any of that. All I care about is 
what | want. And that’s you.” 


He pauses again and I can’t reply. Can’t say anything. | 
don’t want to say anything. | just want him to continue 
saying these words...and a whole lot more. 


“And | will have you. You’re mine starting right now.” 


And his face moves the last few inches towards mine and | 
feel his lips come crashing down on mine and my whole 
world flips upside down as a shock shoots through the 
entirety of my insides followed by a feeling of euphoria 
which sweeps over me. 


CHAPTER 9 


Miles 


| hold her kiss for as long as | can until | have to kiss her 
again and again and again. 


And she tastes more and more incredible with each second 
that passes. | want to devour her right here and now. 


| pull back looking into her eyes, grabbing her face with 
both hands. 


“| don’t think you can even understand all the things | want 
to do with you. There’s just so damn much I want to do with 
you that it’s even beyond my own comprehension. There’s 
the things | already know. The things | already played out in 
my mind...my fantasies. And all the exploring and the 
things l'Il learn. The things that will come up along the 
way.” 


“Like that,” she says. | feel her hand touch my cock which is 
pressing hard into her now. 


“That’s only the beginning and there’s no going back now.” | 
tell her. 


CHAPTER 10 


Sadie 


Miles foot kicks shut the front door to his place and | quickly 
find my back pinned against the wall. 


He takes my hands and raises them up and over my head, 
first one of my hands in each of his. Then he shifts his grip 
and holds both of my wrists in a single hand. 


His hands are already way bigger than mine and the size 
difference is even more pronounced with my wrists. 


| can see he wants me, but he’s not starting yet just looking 
me up and down as his warm breath enters my mouth our 
faces are so close. 


“| know this is more than about sex,” | say. 


“| need to Know you really know that. That this is so much 
more for me. That you’re everything forme. That | need 
you now, but that from here this just goes parabolic...to the 
moon. But first | have to have you. It’s all | can think about 
right now and it’s been that way for a looooong time. 


“| want you to own me. | want to feel you inside me,” | say 
as my ass comes off the wall and my hips press forward 
trying to feel the pressure of his cock against me again. I’m 
hungry for him. So, so hungry 


“| need to be inside you with my cock just like you’re inside 
my head. Own it like you own my thoughts. Grab you hard 


while | enter you as you take every inch of me.” 
“| want it all. All of you,” | say. 


“| want to fill you so full that next week when you're sitting 
in class l'Il still be dripping out of you. And that’s just the 
part of me that doesn’t do the job.” 


“The job?” 


“The job of my billions of seeds which I’m going to unleash 
in your fertile pussy making you pregnant with my baby,” he 
Says as his free hand comes forward and rests against my 
stomach. 


“Right there. That’s where our child is going to grow until he 
comes into this world and three becomes our very own 
magic number. Just like in those kids’ fairy tales that l'Il 

read to him at night.” 


“What if it’s a girl?” 


He runs the side of his face against the side of mine and | 
bite his ear. I’ve been waiting my entire life for this moment 
and I’ve got so many ideas. So many things! want to do. | 
may be inexperienced, completely inexperienced for that 
matter, but that doesn’t mean | don’t have a vivid 
imagination and that | don’t know what I’m doing. 


I’ve been playing this moment out in my mind for months 
and now it’s so close | can taste it...and him. 


“Boy or girl it doesn’t matter. All that matters is that it’s 
ours. Yours and mine. The baby we make together. The 
family we start together The perfect home we build 
together.” 


His pupils dilate and he kisses me hard on the mouth again, 
his tongue sliding in between my lips as he tastes me and | 
taste him. 


“You’ve been a woman for over a year now,” he says. “And 
you’re ready for my manliness aren’t you?” 


“Yes,” | wimped. 

“Tell me you want it.” 
“| want it.” 

“All of it.” 


“I want all of it. All of you. | want you inside me, on top of 
me, underneath me while I ride your cock. | want to taste 
you in my mouth, feel you in my pussy, and for my skin to 
tingle when you collapse on top of me after | milk your 
climax dry.” 


A deep guttural sound fills the room even though his mouth 
remains closed. It’s a feral noise from deep inside him, 
crackling through his vocal cords and rumbling around in his 
mouth. And it’s all man. It’s like hot coals. Like running a 
rake over gravel. Like an old metal machine grinding sand 
into glass. 


“You're all that matters to me. You’re the only thing that’s 
real. You’re the first and last things in this world to me and 
everything in-between.” 


“And you to me. And I want you in-between my legs,” | say. 


“| should have been there a year ago. When you turned 
eighteen,” he says sliding in with his knee between my 
legs. | rub the fabric of my jogging gear along his thick 
thigh and feel my wetness increase. “And I’ve already lost 
an entire year that we could have been fucking and making 
love. | have to make up for lost time.” 


“We've got all the time in the world,” | say. 
“Not me. Because I’m about to explode.” 


| wither in his hands my back bumping off the wall as | ride 
his thigh with more downward force. 


His other hand comes up and he grabs the underside of my 
jaw firmly but romantically at the same time. He turns my 
head at an angle. 

“The way the light hits your eyes from this angle makes you 
look like an angel. Like precious stones should be made 
from the color in your eyes. A color that’s unmatchable... 
irreplaceable... priceless.” 

“And mine.” 


“Yours,” | Say. 


“Yeah. That’s right. Mine and only mine. You’re mine, you 
know that?” 


“Yas,” 
“How does my thigh feel against your pussy?” 


“| want the real thing. | want your cock inside me.” 


He releases my face and drags his hand back along my 
jawline and then slowly down the side of my neck, his touch 
making all the hair on the back of my neck stand straight 


up. 

Then his finger continues across my collarbone, his eyes 
alternating between watching where his finger goes and my 
reaction. 


Then he suddenly grabs my breast in his hand and squeezes 
it hard before his mouth comes down on my top. 


“I can’t take this anymore,” | say. “I need to feel you inside 
me now.” I pause feeling his touch as his fingers knead my 
chest. “Now,” | moan. 

“Tell me you want to have my baby.” 

“| want your baby. All your babies.” 

“Tell me you want three of my babies.” 

“Three babies.” 

“Five,” 

“Five babies.” 

“Ten babies.” 

“Ten.” 

His lips crash down on mine and my legs come up wrapping 


around his waist. | feel my back come off the wall as his 
hand grips my ass hard and releases my wrists. 


We're moving and | have no idea where, but | can guess. 


His cock presses hard against my middle and | slide one 
hand inside his shorts grabbing for it wildly, hungrily, 
desperately. 


Seconds later | can make out the room as | pass through it 
backwards, still in his grasp. 


My hands wrap around his back and my fingernails dig into 
his back before | grab his shirt and frantically pull it up and 
over his head. 


I’m about to have my first time in the same place I’d always 
fantasized about having it. And much more importantly 
with exactly who | fantasized having it with. 


But this isn’t a fantasy anymore. And this isn’t just my first 
time. This is to make babies with the perfect male 
specimen. The most incredible man on earth. 


And he’s seconds away from being my man... forever. 


CHAPTER 11 


Miles 


| support her with one hand and flip on the shower with the 
other. 


The warm water from above washes over us and my eyes 
instinctively close before opening again. There’s water in 
my eyes but even a blurred sight of her is more beautiful 
than any other woman on this planet. 


| blink the water away but what | can’t shake is the thought 
that I’m so damn close to filling her and making her 
pregnant with my baby. Damn I want a baby with her so 
bad. 


“You know how badly I want to make a baby with you,” | say. 
“Yes,” she says as fingernails dig into my back. 

“And just hearing you say that...just knowing how much you 
want this child too makes me want to plunge deep into you 
now and fill you so full of my seed that you’re pregnant 
immediately.” 


She gasps. 


“| don’t want to wait. Don’t want to waste a single second, 
and | won’t, but I have to feel you first. Taste you.” 


Our clothes are dripping wet from the water which is 
washing the sweat and dust from the canyon jog away. 


But screw these clothes and anything that gets in-between 
my skin and hers. 


| return the favor, yanking her top up and over her head and 
then grab her sports bra hard and lift it up to. 


Her hands shoot up in the air and her tits bounce as they’re 
freed. My dick bounces too, flexing against my stomach at 
the sight of her perky tits, perfect circle areolas, and 
perfectly pointy nipples. 


| take one in my mouth sucking on it hard and then release 
to a popping sound. 


Her hands cup behind my head and she presses my mouth 
back into her chest. “More. Suck harder,” she says. 


| take her breast again, but this time I run the tip of my 
tongue around her areola before flicking her nipple and then 
sucking a second time. 


“Uhhh,” she moans as her back arches and | feel her butt 
flex in my hands. 


“Your breasts, like the rest of you, is mine all mine. No man 
will ever know the sight of you bared before him like | do 
now. No man will know what it feels like to touch your bare 
skin, take your bare breast in his mouth, or enter you right 
here,” | say putting a flattened plan right against the fabric 
of her shorts pressing against her pussy. 


“This pussy belongs to me...my mouth to taste you and my 
cock to feel you and come deep inside you. Just like my 
cock belongs to you.” 


| press my hips forward and she grabs my dick inside my 
shorts with both hands. 


“Take these off. Please,” she moans. 


| grab my shorts by the side and yank them down mid thigh 
and then carefully step out of them holding her in one hand 
at the same time. It’s so damn easy because she’s light as a 
feather, so feminine, and I’m running on more adrenaline 
than I’ve ever had in my life. 


“My turn,” | say grabbing the side of her shorts. Her legs 
unhook from around my back and | turn her lower half out 
straight allowing me to free her of the final pieces of her 
running gear...taking her shorts and panties in one pull. 


Her legs wrap right back around me and our mouths 
frantically find each other as we kiss so hard | can feel my 
nose bending against her face and hers against mine. 


There were so many more things | wanted to say to her but 
my need to feel her was overwhelming everything else 
possible. 


“You know | love you,” | say the words coming out for the 
first time in my entire life and damn do they sound perfect 
rolling off my tongue and right into her mouth as she 
swallows them with her kiss. 


“| love you so much,” she says with a shortness of breath, 
trying to get right back to our lips locking. 


“You're the only one for me. | found you and | got you.” 


“Got me. Take me,” she says. 


“I'm taking you forever I’m never letting you go.” 
“I'm yours. I’m not going anywhere,” she says. 


| try and say something else, but it just turns into a feral 
mumble as my heart is racing too fast to speak and our 
tongues are tangling too deep to form words. 


“Look at me,” | say as I pull my face from hers. “I want to 
see what I’ve done to you.” 


| stare deep into her eyes and | swear | see the window to 
her soul. A window only I’ve ever looked through I’m one 
hundred fucking percent sure. To see the anticipation I’ve 
built in her look and knowing the pleasure I’m going to give 
her and the absolute certainty of the pleasure and the baby 
she’s going to give me is too much. 


“I want—” 

| put my finger on her lips and just look at her No words. | 
only want to take in her beauty one last time. Absorb her 
innocence with my eyes before it’s all taken away. 


By me. 


Neither one of us will ever be the same after what’s coming 
next. 


But she’s not having a break in the action. Her head slides 
forward and her mouth takes the length of my finger. 


| barely had a few seconds to admire her beauty and it’s 
already right back to where we were. The heat. The steam. 


| pull my finger in and out feeling the wetness of her mouth 
and then the droplets of the water from the shower. 


| feel my dick pressing against both my midsection and hers 
as our torsos are now completely vertical together, touching 
at every inch of our skin. 


“| feel your cock. | want your cock,” she says as she removes 
my finger from her mouth leaving it resting on the tip of her 
lips. 


“That hardness. That’s because of you,” | say. 

She takes in so much of my finger after my words that | feel 
like she could swallow the whole thing. But instead she just 
pulls it back out of her mouth and then in again. 


“| could come just from the sight of that,” | say. 


“No! You can’t...you have to save your come for inside of 
me. | want it all. All of it.” 


“You're going to get all of it all right. Right now.” 


| adjust her in my grip and line my dick up to her folds, 
feeling her lips along each side of my cock. 


| stare deep into her eyes one last time as an innocent 
young woman and prepare to take us both to the next 
level...a kind of love, respect, and obsession with the other 
that few know. 


| slowly ease my grasp on her ass allowing her to slide down 
my rod. 


Her mouth opens wide and | see more of the whites of her 
eyes than | thought possible while still having her eyes open 
and her pupils locked in on me. 


“Uh...uhh...uhhhhh!” her whimpers turn into a moan as | fill 
her with my cock, and my eyes close as | feel her tightness 
and know that now she’s undeniably mine. 


And now it’s time to make our baby. 


CHAPTER 12 


Sadie 


My breath catches as my eyes open wide taking in his 
hugeness. My pussy clenched around his shaft, but he’s too 
big, entering and pulling back as he pleases. 


| stare at his wide shoulder and see they’re completely 
flexed, like every other muscle in his body. His back muscles 
are firing so hard and covered in water they're like slick 
granite and I can barely get a grip no matter how hard | claw 
with my fingernails. 


He slid in and out of me never removing the tip moving my 
entire torso up and down with just his hands as | ride his 
pole. 

“You're so fucking tight,” he says. 

“Because you're so big and it’s my first time.” 

His stoke stops for just one second as he takes in my words. 
| know he knew I was saving myself for him, but hearing me 
say it takes him to the next level. 


“You know how sexy it is when you say that?” he asks. 


“I’m yours. Your virgin. The only man who will ever have 
me,” | say. 


He moans deeply and his back arches causing his cock to 
Slide in at a slightly different angle. My clit temporarily 


loses contact with his midsection but his rod finds my spot 
and | experience another first...a wave of heat pass inside 
me and | feel myself about to climax. 


| tried with everything to hold it back, to enjoy what was 
happening, but I just couldn’t. 


Knowing it was coming near! wrap my arms around his head 
and start bucking like a wild woman, throwing myself around 
like an erratic rag doll. 

“Oh fuck,” he says. “Too fast. I..can’t..” 

| feel him enter me in rhythm and then pause, tilting his hips 
even more upward as he leans back to allow me to grind on 
my clit as the head of his cock twitches inside me rubbing 
my spot. 


“I’m coming!” | scream just as | feel him fill me with his own 
juices. 


“Uhh. Uhh. Uh!” he moans as he unleashes inside me as | 
spill out on his rod. 


“Oh fuck. Oh fuck,” he says. 


Suddenly there’s no talking. No sound but the two of us 
frantically trying to catch our breath. 


“I'm still hard for you,” he says. 
“I know I can feel it.” 


He lifts me up off his cock and carefully helps me down in 
the shower until my feet have a firm grip. 


“How are your legs? Is there blood on them?” he asks. | 
guess he’s asking since he had me in that crazy suspended 
position that only a man with his size and strength could. 


“A little weak, but yeah...I’m okay. | can stand.” 


“Good,” he says, spinning me around and my hands find the 
shower wall. 


| hear a creak and realize he’s pointed the European style 
shower head from above on me as | feel his hand grab the 
back of my neck and then fist my hair as his other hand 
flattens and his palm runs right down my spine. 


His hand stops on the curve of my lower back and then 
suddenly it’s gone. 


But not for long. 


| feel his palm come down hard on my ass and his fingers 
squeeze my globes. 


“I'm going to take you from behind now like the animal 
you've turned me into.” 


“Take me,” | say. 


| feel his cock line up with my lips again and he enters my 
pussy for the second time, the position allowing him to go 
even deeper than before...to a level inside me | didn’t even 
know existed. 


It’s like nothing existed before him, in or out of the 
bedroom...or this case the shower. 


| feel his balls slapping into me as he moves in and out of 
me. I’m already open from the first position and this time he 
Slides in and out faster, but not much easier. 


“You're still so tight, so tight for me.” 
“You'll have to take me more then. All day every day.” 


“That sounds like a challenge that | happily accept,” he says 
as he leans forward and speaks directly into my ear. 


He nibbles my earlobe and then his kisses trickle down the 
side of my neck as his hip bones slam into my backside and 
his cock glides in and out of my pussy. 


“Deeper,” | say loving this feeling. 


His hands grab my hips and he starts bucking like a man 
possessed. My face presses against the wall, joining my 
hands on the tiles as my mouth opens into a moan that just 
continues into one long sound of pleasure. 


“I’m so deep inside you. You're going to have my baby,” he 
yells. 


“Yes. Yes. Give me your seed,” | say. 


| feel his cock continue to slide in and out and twitch each 
time it connects with my gushy spot and as I ready for the 
explosion that | know is coming. It’s like my body already 
memorized the first and stored it in it’s memory bank for 

future use. And the future’s sneaking up on us real quick. 


“Oh Miles. | feel it again. I’m...I’m...uhhh!” | moan anda 
second climax takes over my body as every muscle tightens 
and | come up on my tip toes. 


“Fuck!” he yells and releases in rhythm with me for a second 
time. “Here comes the baby maker,” he says and a second 
pump fills me as my walls close in on his rod milking him for 
everything he’s got. 


“|... need to sit down,” | say feeling my legs weaken. 


| feel his hands slide from my waist to around to my front as 
he spoons me in a standing position and carefully takes us 
to the shower floor making sure to leave his member inside 
me. 


“I Know you’re already pregnant, but I’m leaving it in there 
just to make sure.” 


“| swear | can feel something inside me. | know you're 
right,” | say. 


His hand comes up and he turns my face back towards him. 


“What’s inside you is me. And it’s because of how deep 
you've gotten into me and that’s where you’re going to stay 
forever Inside my mind and my soul. And now our baby is 
inside you,” he says as he guides my face back to his and 
kisses me softly as the water rains down at our feet. 


CHAPTER 13 


Sadie 


| pull another slice of pizza from the box and bring the warm 
goodness up to my lips. 


“| really needed this,” | say. 


“Me too,” Miles says eating two stacked pieces at a time as 
we stand together naked in the kitchen. 


“Eat as much as you can,” Miles says. 
“| don’t think any guy ever said that to his woman,” | say. 


“Well I’m not any guy. You need fuel for round four and 
you’re eating for two now.” 


“Miles,” I say. “I can’t be pregnant yet.” 

“Yes you are. Trust me. | know” 

| smile between bites at the conviction he has that we'll be 
expecting soon. | don’t want to sound crazy and I’ve 
obviously never had a baby before but | do feel something 


different inside. 


| would just chalk it up to the butterflies and the feeling of 
love, but I’ve been in love with him for a while. 


This is something else entirely. It’s like my body is doing it’s 
thing making sure I’m pregnant...just like he’s practically 


guaranteeing. 

Knock. Knock. Knock. 

“Did you order dessert?” | ask. 

“No. Three pizzas is enough for now.” 


| look back at the boxes still in awe that this man can eat 
two entire large pizzas in about fifteen minutes. Then again 
he’s always on the go, built like a brick house, and has two 
hundred and fifty pounds of muscle on him. It’s easy to see 
where that pizza is going and | can’t wait to watch him work 
out sometime. | have to learn how he can eat so much and 
still have washboard abs. That’s a secret just about anyone 
would pay top dollar for. 


But what’s an even bigger secret is who’s at the door right 
now...and where my clothes are. 


“They'll go away,” he says, continuing to gobble. 

Knock. Knock. Knock. 

Or not. He walks away toward the bedroom and a few 
seconds later he’s back wearing one of his many white T- 
shirts and a pair of Navy blue sweat shorts. Even dressed so 
simply he looks absolutely incredible 

“Can | borrow—” 

Before | even have the words out he’s handing me some 


boxer briefs and a T-shirt. “Thank you,” I say, sliding them 
on. 


He stands at the door waiting for me to get all situated. “All 
ready?” he asks. 


“Yeah,” | say. 


“Don’t worry. No way I’m going to let whoever this is see you 
anyways. You’re mine now. You know that.” 


I wink at him. 


He opens the door and | can’t see who it is, but | can see his 
reaction... which is complete shock and then he tries to catch 
himself 


“Okay, what was going on today?” It’s Miley! 


She pushes her way right past him and into the living room. 
| duck down behind the bar in the kitchen in some sort of a 
squat with a huge mouthful of pizza probably looking like 
I’m a chipmunk...and if she finds me back here it’s going to 
turn into that arcade game Whac-A-Mole real quick. 


“You can’t just come storming into my house like this,” | hear 
him say. 


“Why? You never have guests over anyways. You’re married 
to your job.” 


“Still, sis. A man’s castle is his domain. You have to respect 
that.” 


“What | would respect right now is if you gave me an honest 
answer regarding what’s going on between you and Sadie.” 


“What do you mean?” he says. 


“Uh huh.” 

| try not to giggle from my squatting position. | wish | could 
see both of their faces, but it’s no big deal. I’m already 
having so much fun just listening to their words. 


“Have you been outside?” Miley asks. 


“You saw me at the top of Runyon Canyon. Of course | 
have.” 


“Well it’s still hot as an oven out there. | need a glass of 
water and since you’re not offering me one l'Il get it myself” 


“Wait! lIl get it,” he says. 


| hear the lighter footsteps stop and his bigger footsteps 
come my way. 


Suddenly | hear a whole bunch of quick footsteps. They’re 
racing towards me! 


| listen carefully and hear that they’re coming around the 
right side 


| move toward the edge and right when they’re just making 
the turn around the bar | curl around to the other side...on 
my hands and knees! 

“Where is she?” Miley yells. 


“Who? | thought you wanted a glass of water?” 


| hear the cabinet below the sink open and shut and then 
the one next to it. 


“Have you lost your mind?” Miles says. “You're acting like a 
complete lunatic.” 


“I know she’s in here somewhere. The bedroom!” Miley says. 
| hear her steps as she takes off again and | quickly crawl 
back around the corner of the bar again. But it’s more a 
drawl. Half dive and half crawl. And my palms making a 
sound on the tiles. 

The footsteps stop. 

“What was that?” Miley says. 

“What was what? Now you’re hearing things. Sis, it’s time 
for you to go before you turn me crazy too. | sure hope this 


isn’t hereditary,” Miles says. 


| bring my hand up to my face, but a small giggle escapes 
me. 


“She’s here! In the cupboard!” Miley yells. 


“Who over the age of five can fit in a cupboard? Time to go, 
Miley,” Miles says. 


| hear something that | can’t quite distinguish and then 
suddenly Miley yells, “Put me down!” 


“I'll put you down on the sidewalk.” 
“No! She’s here and I’m going to find her” 
“You need to find your dignity and go home and chill out,” 


Miles says. | can hear their voices tailing off as they reach 
the door. 


| can’t do this to my best friend. Plus whenever we have a 
great moment in life we always rush to share it with each 
other And I’m having the best moments of my life with her 
brother and at some point | need to tell somebody, and of 
course it’s going to be her. 


| stand up from behind the counter and lock eyes with her 
just as they’re reaching the door. 


“There!” Miley points. “I see her There she is. She’s over 
there! | knew it! Put me dooooown!” 


“You're crazy,” Miles says. 
“Miles,” | say. 


He turns his head and spins Miley to the side as he’s got her 
over his shoulder like a sack of potatoes. 


His eyes open wide and he stares at me giving me one of 
those, “What the heck are you doing?” expressions. 


“It’s okay. She figured it out. She knows. And we have to 
tell her sometime.” 


Miles slowly lowers his sister to the floor. 
“Ah hah! | knew it! See. | told you.” 
But then there’s silence. 


“Okay, So you guessed it. It’s not like you get a gold medal 
or something,” Miles says. 


“I'm sorry, Miley,” | say looking her straight in the eyes. | 
want her to know I’m sincere. “It just kind of happened... 
really fast.” 

She stares at me and then suddenly her expression softens. 
“Come here,” she says, her arms open wide. 


“Really?” 


“Really? There’s nobody in the world I trust more to take 
care of you and treat you right than my brother.” 


“Oh. Whoa!” | say and I scurry across the floor towards her 
as she does the same towards me. 


“Woo-hoo!” we say as we high five when we meet in the 
middle and then give each other a big hug. 


“Tell me everything,” she says as she throws her arm around 
me. “Okay, not everything, but...you know. The stuff | 
should know.” 


“Okay!” | say and we take off towards the other room 
together. 


“Hey! What about me? This is my house,” | hear Miles say 
off in the distance. 


“We'll be back in an hour,” | say. 
“Or two,” Miley adds. 


We both laugh hysterically and hug again. 


“This is so perfect!” Miley says. “So you’re going to be my 
sister-in-law.” 


“Well, it’s not official yet, but... you never know,” | say. 


“Oh yes you do know,” a voice says behind me and | turn 
and see Miles standing there holding a small black box. “Or 
you do now,” he says. 


| feel Miley’s arms release me from our hug as I turn to face 
Miles. 


My hands shoot up to my face and | can’t believe what’s 
happening. 


“Sadie... beautiful... when you know you know. And l’ma 
man who knows what he wants and there’s nothing more | 
want in life than a life with you, because a life without you is 
no life at all. Will you do me the honor? Will you make me 
the happiest man in the world?” he says as he takes a knee. 
“Will you marry me?” 


| nod and then I nod again until my head is just moving up 
and down so fast that | can’t stop it...don’t want to stop it. 


Miles holds out his palm and | place my hand in his. 


He flips open the box with his other hand and takes the ring 
from it and then slides it right on my finger. 


| look down at it...at him. This is too perfect. Everything's 
happening so fast and it makes it all the better Miles 
doesn’t waste time or mince words. He knows what he 
wants and he wants me. And the conviction and speed with 
which he pursued me only backs up his love for me. 


He kisses my hand and then stands and we kiss for real. 


As he spins me around | feel like a little girl on a merry go 
round, but this merry go round isn’t ever going to stop. | 
know he’s going to keep my head spinning up in the clouds 
forever Being with him is like heaven and this is all one big 
dream that somehow became real. 


After a few moments | feel my feet drag the ground and then 
come to a stop. 


“Are you dizzy?” he asks. 

“From spinning or from being so in love with you?” 

“Awww,” | hear Miley say and we both turn to look at her. 
She’s filming the entire thing on her phone. I’m so glad she 


captured this memory. 


“Wait a second,” I say. “Was this a setup? The two of you 
against me?” | joke. 


“You're a part of the family now. It’s the three of us,” Miles 
says. “One for all and all for one...and soon to be four,” he 
says putting his hand on my stomach. 

“You're pregnant?” Miley asks. 


“Well... not exactly, or at least it’s not confirmed.” 


Miley suddenly looks like she’s seen a ghost and | watch as 
her knees wobble. 


Miles darts over just in time and catches her as she falls 
then carries her to the couch. 


“Not a setup,” Miles jokes as he fans her with air. 
“Is she okay?” 


A few seconds later Miley is shaking her head and batting 
her eyelids. 


“I thought you said you were pregnant?” she says. “Did | 
faint?” 


“Yes and yes,” | say. 

“| can’t believe all of this is happening,” she says. 

“I can,” I say. “Because I’ve come to expect the 
unbelievable and the unexpected when it comes to you,” | 


say turning to Miles. 


“And speaking of unbelievable, | do believe you owe me 
another one of your unbelievable kisses my soon to be wife.” 


We lock lips and everything is perfect again. Because he’s 
perfect. He makes me feel perfect. And our love is perfect. 


And I'm hoping for the perfect baby soon... very soon. 


EPILOGUE 


Sadie 


One year later 


| pull the stroller to the side of the Santa Monica pier while 
Miles pays for a couple of ice cream cones. 


| look inside at my little baby Sandy. 


She’s so beautiful. | know every mom says her baby is the 
most beautiful and every mom is right, because nothing is 
more beautiful than your own child. 


| Know that now because | have one of my own. Or more 
correctly, we have one of our own. 


Sandy’s three months old and the math doesn’t lie. She was 
conceived our first time together, or at least very close to it. 
But we’re sticking with the fairy tale..the first time. The 
perfect conception. 


And perfect she is. 
| swear she’s got her daddy’s nose and my ears. 


And she’s so darn peaceful. She’s been the easiest baby 
ever, at least from what | hear from some of the other 
wonderful women | met in my maternity classes. And of 
course Aunt Miley was there every step of the way to help 
me along. 


And just to think...| was worried about what my husband’s 
sister might think about us being together and after all my 
worries what did it result in? 


Nothing more than an even stronger friendship and an easy 
and obvious choice for my maid of honor. She handled 
everything so perfectly Two people got married the day of 
Miles and I|’s wedding, but it took a lot of people, and a lot of 
love, to make it happen. 


And our number one cheerleader, organizer, and Miss 
Everything was Miley. 


But now our Miss Everything is Sandy. 

Miles and | both love nothing more than walks along the 
beach at sunset and we both knew it was something we’d 
love doing together for the rest of our lives. 

Sandy was an easy choice for a name because once she 
starts walking we’re going to bring her here for those walks 
with us. 

It’s what families do and we are just that...a family. 

Just hearing the word give me chills, | love it so much. 
“How’s she doing?” Miles says as he arrives with my 
raspberry and chocolate ice cream cone to his vanilla and 
lemon. 


“She’s so peaceful as always.” 


“Is she getting too much sun?” he asks. 


“You practically equipped the inside of her stroller like an 
underground bunker,” | joke. 


“So you're saying no light is getting in?” 
“Zero. Zip. Zilch. Nada.” 


“We have to keep an eye on that. l'Il shine a flashlight on it 
tonight and inspect for cracks or anyway light can creep in.” 


| take my ice cream from him and we do what we always do. 
We tip the tops together in a cheers type manner We don’t 
drink much so we stick to cheering with ice creams, pieces 
of pizza, and sparkling water except in the occasions where 
we do break open a bottle of California Merlot. 


| bring the ice cream close to my face and smell the 
raspberry and chocolate flavors mix with the saltwater air 
and his natural musk. My nose is experiencing a sense 
overload right now and all of the smells it’s getting are 
wonderful. 


| give him a hug. 
“Everything okay?” 


“Everything’s perfect. And | love that you’re so involved in 
Sandy’s life and her well-being.” 


“I'm her dad. It’s my job to protect her and look out for her” 
“Checking her stroller for cracks of light that might reach her 


Skin? That’s next level protection...and | love it. Because | 
love you.” 


He leans in and we kiss. | wish there was a photographer 
here to take this picture. If there was there’d be no need to 
even consider what photo we’d use for our Christmas cards 
this year The Santa Monica pier Ferris wheel in the 
background of this family that’s totally in love...and eating 
ice creams on a sunny day...nothing could be better. 


Nothing except more babies that is. And | don’t know who’s 
more excited to give Sandy a sibling. Miles or me? 


Miles swears we have to have a big family and the kids 
should all be the same age. | want to remind him that I’m 
the one that has to carry the children in my stomach and 
then birth the babies, but | never bring it up. 


| Know he wants so many babies because he wants me. He 
loves me. And I love him right back. 


We're always on the same page. We think alike. We finish 
each other’s sentences half the time. 


And together is how we're going to be forever. 


Together with our family. And our family means more and 
more babies, laughter, and love. 


“| love you, beautiful,” he says. 
“| love you,” | say. 


We cheers our ice creams again and then he taps his on my 
nose. 


“See, I’m protecting you from getting a sunburn too.” He 
smirks. 


“Good idea,” | say. | tap my ice cream on his cheek. 

“Hey! You got me.” 

“Let me get that for you,” | say. He leans in and | lick it off 
his cheek, but when he’s not looking | dab my ice cream on 


his other cheek. 


He then gets me on my cheek and we’re like two kids ona 
date at the pier. 


I’m young and in love. And he’s young at heart. 


And we’ve got the first of our many youngins here with us 
today. 


The first of many more to come. 


EXTENDED EPILOGUE 


Miles 


Fifteen years later 
“Time for our walk,” Sadie yells. 


“Okay, Max,” I say. “We don’t want to make mom wait on 
us.” 


“One more,” Max pleads. 
“Okay. l'Il run towards your mom.” 
“Okay. I can throw it that far,” he says. 


| take off towards Sadie feeling the sand of the beach 
between my toes. 


This is what life’s all about. Family Staying active. Love. 
And family traditions. 


And our longest-lasting family tradition of walks along the 
beach at sunset is the one we're practicing tonight. 


Followed by another tradition of always sitting down 
together for dinner. 


| run towards Shelly and jump right over her She’s only five 
so it’s pretty easy and she loves it. She always closes her 
eyes and then giggles when | do it. She actually loves the 


feeling of the sand against her skin and a guy my size kicks 
up a lot. 


Mike runs towards me trying to playfully defend me, but 
there’s no way he can. He’s growing like a tree but he’s only 
seven so he can’t match big ol’ dad. 


Max lets the ball fly and I run under it and catch it right in 
stride. 


“Perfect throw, son!” | yell. 

That boy really has an arm and he loves football. | training 
with him every day after school in the hopes that he can 
play professionally one day, but he’s got an even better shot 
at baseball which his mother and | prefer anyways. It seems 
a bit safer and I’m all about keeping my kids safe. 


| want them to experience a long, healthy, active life like I’m 
doing. That’s part of what parenting is all about. 


Making sure the generation after you has it better than you 
did. And we try and give our kids everything, while still 
making them work for it so they’re not spoiled. 

| run over to where Sandy is and put my arm around her 
“Just a few more years and you'll be off to college.” 

“Will you miss me?” she asks. 


| kiss her on top of her head. 


“Miss you? Are you joking? You're our first. Our original 
baby. Our family walks along the beach at night will never 


be the same.” | pause. “Promise me you'll come back for 
Christmas...or maybe even go to school locally.” 


“| hope so, dad. If | get a scholarship l'Il stay at home.” 


“That’s my girl,” | say hugging her tight. “Four more years 
of sunsets on the beach together” 


“I'd like that,” she says. 

“Me too,” | say. 

“And | like you,” Sadie says. 

“And | like you more,” | joke back with her. 

Our entire family comes together and we get in a line 
holding hands and get closer to the water where the sand is 
wet. 

Everybody already either has their pants rolled up or has 
shorts on so we're ready to go. We're pros at this at this 


point. 


Sadie’s on the end of our line because she has to keep one 
hand free to hold our one-year-old Summer. 


We start walking together and nobody says anything, we 
just take in the moment as the sunsets remembering how 
fortunate we are to have a perfect family in such a beautiful 
place. 


But really deep down inside | know I’m the fortunate one. 


I’m the one with the beautiful wife, beautiful family, and 
because of that the most beautiful life. 


| was alone until | was thirty-three, and in some ways | 
thought | was fine with that. 


| had no idea what | was missing out on until her Until us. 
Now | wouldn’t even want to imagine what a life like..a 
single guy chained to his desk and his work... would look 
like, and thankfully | don’t have to. 

I’ve got them. My pride and joy. The loves of my life. 


And they’ve got me. A father A husband and a lover. 
Someone they can always count on and come to. 


And that’s what life and love is all about. 
Them. My family. 


But no matter how big and strong or tall and beautiful they 
grow up to be they'll always be my babies. 


Our babies that is. Because without her there are no babies. 
And she’s my number one and only baby doll for life. 
Just as sure as the sunsets in the west... and that our family 


will be watching it together each and every day together... 
forever and always. 
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